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And God shall make thy soul a Glass where eighteen

thousand Aeons pass,
And thou shalt see the gleaming Worlds as men see dew

upon the grass.

And son of Islam, it may he that thou shalt learn at

journey's end
Who walks thy garden eve on eve, and bows his head, and

calls thee Friend.

JAMES ELROY FLECKER.

VIII
THE PIGEONS
THE pigeons, following the faint warm light,
Stayed at last on the roof till warmth was gone,
Then in the mist that's hastier than night
Disappeared all behind the carved dark stone,
Huddling from the black cruelty of the frost.
With the new sparkling sun they swooped and came
Like a cloud between the sun and street, and then
Like a cloud blown from the blue north were lost,
Vanishing and returning < ver again,
Small cloud following cloud across the flame               10
That clear and meagre burned and burned away
And loft the ice unmelting day by day.
. . . Nor could the sun through the roof's purple slate
(Though his gold magic played with shadow there
And drew the pigeons from the streaming air)
With any fiery magic penetrate.[vn]                 GATES OF DAMASCUS                   41
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